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tennis. By seven o'clock he would have finished
his evening meals, and after that he would spend
one hour reading the newspapers, which in those days
always came out in the evening. When the clock
chimed eight Ganga Ram was ready for his night's
sleep, after a long day of work and recreation.

His hours of work were no doubt unusual, but
so, on the other hand, were his schemes. Jt was in
those early hours of the morning, the quietest and
most inspirational of the day, that his amazingly
daring and exact schemes were sketched out, mostly
when he was lying on the bed that he used for
forty-six years. He loved to work lying in his bed,
wrapped in his razai in time-honoured Punjabee
fashion.

If there was one trait of his character which
dominated the whole of his life, in spite of its self-
imposed discipline, it was the goodness of his heart.
His heart was like the most delicately-tuned receiving
set, which responded spontaneously to the sorrows
and sufferings of the world around him. His under-
standing was immediate. Lying in his bed sometimes
in the early hours of the morning he would recite
to himself the moving verses of Munajat-i-Bevgan
(the prayer of the widows) by Maulana Altaf
Husain Hali, the poet of New India, who immorta-
lised himself and the cause of the widows, the
dumb victims of a cruel social system. Ganga Ram *
was too sensitive to suffering to read through HaliY
poem unmoved. Every fibre of his being